ELIZABETH BROUGHTON
M
RIS. ELIZABETH BROUGHTON was daughter of
Edward Broughton of Herefordshire, an ancient
Family. Her father lived at the Mannour-house at
Cannon-Peon. Whether she was borne there or no, I know not;
but there she lost her Mayden-head to a poor young fellow,
then I beleeve handsome, but, in 1660, a pittifull poor old
weaver, Clarke of the Parish. He had fine curled haire, but
gray. Her father at length discovered her inclinations and
locked her up in the Turret of the house, but she getts down
by a rope; and away she gott to London, and did sett up for
her selfe.
She was a most exquisite beautie, as finely shaped as Nature
could frame; had a delicate "Witt. She was soon taken notice
of at London, and her price was very deare—a second Thais.
Richard, Earle of Dorset, kept her (whether before or after
Venetia I know not, but I guess before). At last she grew
common and infamous and gott the Pox, of which she died.
I remember thus much of an old Song of those dayes,
which I have seen in a Collection: 'twas by way of litanie,
From the Watch at Twelve a Clock,
And from Bess Broughton's buttond smock,
Libera nos Domine.
In Ben Johnson's 'Execrations against Vulcan, he concludes
thus :—
Pox take thee, Vulcan.   May Pandora's pox
And all the Ills that flew out of her Box
Light on thee.   And if those plagues won't doe,
Thy Wm's Pox take thee, and Bess Broughton9s too.
I see that there have been famous Woemen before our times.
I doe remember her father in 1646, neer 80, the handsomest
shaped man that ever my eies beheld, a very wise man, and of
an admirable Elocution. He was a Committee man in Here-
fordshire and Glocestershire; he was Commissary to Colonel
Massey. He was of the Puritan Party heretofore, had a great
guift in Praying, etc. His wife (I have heard my grandmother
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